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with rich pergolas overhanging them, led from the road to the entrance. On either wide and throughout the grounds a veritable paradise of flowers; roses and tube-roses, carnations and lilies of every variety, morning-glories and pansics wafted their perfume through the balmy air. Stately trees arose as sentinels about the villa, while here and there throughout the grounds fountains gushed forth their limpid waters and marble seats invited one to a life of leisure. The villa was furnished most luxuriously with costly rugs and vases and rare furniture from many lands.
Not far from the villa and in bold contrast to it, stood the crude huts of the "tumtadini." These used to interest me greatly. They were cone-shaped little dwellings made of rough stone or a mud mixture not unlike adobe. Kaeh had a small opening which served as a doorway, while the roof had a small round hole which served as both window and chimney. The floor was made of plain Mother Karth; stones were the only chains, straw the only bed* In these huts lived the aeontadinP who worked on my relative's farm and made possible the up-keep of the large holdings which she possessed.
Of all the seasons of the year* Christmas time was perhaps the most beautiful for the people as a whole, It was a season when a truly religious npirit pervaded every home* The weather was generally clear and calm, the sun at mid-day bright and beautiful,